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HEINERLE : THE PEASANT ARTIST. 

By Emil Frommel. 

Translated from the German by K . IV. Bent. 

( With permission.) 

BOOK I.- — BOYHOOD. 

Chapter I. 

HIS FATHER. 

In the “ Dictionary of Artists” the name Heinerle, or, to give it 
in full, Johann Heinrich Tobias Huber, is not to be found, any 
more than Lindelbronn on a map of the world. But for ali 
that, did he not live, and become one of the famous men of his 
time? Just as surely as Lindelbronn is in the world, and boasts 
as pointed a church spire as any other in the German dominion. 

If all renown has its limits, why not his ? Besides, every one 
is not famous who finds a place in the Encyclopaedia. 

Should the courteous reader happen to travel up the Albthal, 
and in doing so keeps the spur of the Black Forest ridge always 
on his right from Herrenalb to the edge of the mountain, follow- 
ing his nose, he cannot fail to come to a pair of lonely farm- 
houses, where any child can say in which direction the church- 
spire of Lindelbronn lies. And where the spire is, there will the 
church be, together with the little village round it. It is an old 
place where the people have gathered round the church and 
built their houses, as to this day chickens gather under the 
wings of the hen. For it has only recently been discovered that 
the church should stand outside the town, and the churchyard 
half a mile further, because of the sanitary commissioner, and 
the horrible danger caused by the blessed dead. Once upon a 
time, Lindelbronn must have been a very defiant little place, for 
ever since the Swedish war it has an old town wall intersected 
with embrasures, in which at the present time a colony of 
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village boys of Lindelbronn who ^ 7 f 6 Secure from the 

schwan, which is saying a great* deaT 7 ^ th ° Se ° f Lan S en - 

near the sparrows, old Florian H„h P \ as , 1S , Wel known - But 

town wall, and from the outside his I, ^ 7° built Upon the 
than a sparrow’s nest But it r fi h ° USe ° oked Iittle better 
should always be tl mt f he * ******* ited the man, and so it 
other, as was the case l th ** ^ h ° USe should each 
around themselves from within ^th 0 ”’ '7° bUlIt their houses 
W to do, and they ^ k - 

that because old Huber was so rir,«u S • bo it came to pass 

gospel about the sparrows under he^eTwhid ' hem ' th ' 
overy year on the fifteenth 

®r^4a£aS55 

manktnd to care for and grieve themselves for a mere fothtaf 

*T- doSS not make one of his grey feathers to grow 
against the morrow. s 

Old Florian Huber was, like most of the people in the place 
a woodcutter by trade, who fetched the wood from the recesses 
of the forest and prepared it, when the landed proprietors put it 
up for auction in the public room of the inn. You would not 
have found him very highly cultivated ; his only book besides 
die Bible was the broad, deep forest, that noble primer out of 
Gods library in its green binding-, with its many leaves and 
branches, on which sat its doctors and private instructors, the 
birds. He knew all the trees in the wood ; some were his school 
comrades, just as old as he was, others again were the young 
generation, and between them stood the old oak and beeches, 
like venerable ancestors. They furnished him with all sorts of 
thoughts, and gave rise in him to “ occasional prayers,” although 
he knew nothing of the worthy Gotthold Scriverus. So when 
a tree must be cut down, because the head forester had pro- 
nounced sentence of death upon it, it always made him miser- 
able, especially if it was one of his school comrades. Yes, so 
had they also disappeared one after another, who had studied 
under the old wachtmeister, who was also the schoolmaster, and 
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kept hardly any school in the winter, because it was too 
cold, and very little in the summer, because it was so warm. 
And’ how soon also might not death come to him, that great 
woodcutter who thins the human forest, and does not ask how 
old the tree is, nor whether the head forester has given his 
consent. That always suggested an “occasional prayer”; and 
when a tree had been dug round and the roots loosened, before 
the last tug with the rope was given, when the tree would give 
a great sigh and shiver once more through all its branches ere 
the crown lay on the ground, it always came into his mind that 
so men through many a trial have the roots of their life loosened 
and dug round before the last wrench comes, and they, too, do 
not take their departure without shuddering and giving a long 
sigh before their head lies still in the coffin. 


He also studied social questions in the forest, going down to 
first principles. For close to each other stood the lofty oak 
trees, like exalted potentates, and the aspens like the daughters 
of the nobility ; and close by the thick beech trees like respect- 
able burghers’ wives, and the birches like cheerful village 
maidens, down to the shrubs and dwarf fir trees, the proletarians, 
and to the fungus and lichens, the parasites and sluggards. Yet 
here all was peace, and none looked jealously on the others, and 
from the falling leaf of the tall trees the lesser ones drew 
nourishment, and they again fertilised the tall tree ; and when 
the lightning struck a lofty oak, the little tree at its foot con- 
gratulated itself it was but a sapling. Such reflections made 
Florian contented, and he wished to be nothing more nor less in 
the wot Id than a woodcutter. 

After all this, it will not be wonderful to the gentle reader, 
when I say, that Florian Huber was not a loquacious man, but 
in the words of St. James he was “quick to hear, and slow to 
spea< and did not, like a fool, carry his heart in his mouth, 
but like a wise man had his mouth in his heart. For he who 
has such quiet communion with his God, and with his green 

training 11 ’ S . cc * to ^ irou Sh many a trial in his private 

his CnT ^ 111 thc , < r° o1 of the m oming and evening walks with 

■n^o o,I ,°" heart '° Hira th “«. can easily leave talk- 

Chief W V T f “ r f Floria " "^signed conversation to the 

We a h, “I d " h °, h3d b “ ideS > a mouth six, and a hunting 

anxiouslv inlo r bl " asGoliath ' s of Gatl >- So he did not look 
anxiousl) nito the matter, nor talk much about it, when 
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wood! 1 in°the Cr sh^ oflT d ^ was Wife 

according to the old warffi Ig ° r ° US , lttle W- For he thought 
numbers, and according ^ leister j o{ reckoning with even 
“where ^ven are sads'fieS * i? ^ that 

nothin? ■” satlshed > the eighth shares their food for 

child™ bring eirlhe stnd doT ly ?'•' ’ ^ the blessh g which 
* enricnes and does not impoverish their parents. 


Chapter ii. 

“NO. 8.” 

Tins child known as “No. 8,” born to Florian Huber on 
October 17 , in his house on the town wall, under the Sparrows 
Kest (looking at first for all the world like a youn^ sparrow 
and baptised three days afterwards), was the subsequently cell’ 
brated artist, Hen- Heinrich Johann Tobias Huber, native of 
Lmddbronn, m the Black Forest. Where there is a father and 
small children in a house, there is wont to be a mother also. 
And there she was ; for a house needs not only a head, but also 
a heart ; and if one is wanting, much is lacking. 

But whoever knew Creszentia Huber, knew that she supplied 
the heart in the house. She was one of those women whose 
adorning was not that “ outward adorning of plaiting the hair 
and wearing of gold.” For ornament she wore a large silver 
crucifix, which only appeared on great festivals, and was an 
inheritance from her parents ; for the tresses of her hair she used 
no curling irons, fresh spring water was her only hair wash, and 
her plaits had been the fashion in Lindelbronn ever since man 
could remember. But her “adornment was the hidden man of 
the heart, even the ornament of a meek and quiet spirit,” besides 
divers other virtues which well become a woman. Towards 
“her” Huber she was an obedient wife, and called him, as Sarah 
did Abraham, her “ lord.” And such an obedient wife who can 
keep silence, is better than one decked out, who can chatter a 
great deal. Whoever looked into her clear blue eyes could not 
fail to observe that she knew many things which she did not 
talk about. And so it should be. For there should always be 
a reserve in the little chamber of the heart where the springs 
are, lest all should be exhausted in the little water channels that 
flow out at the mouth. When her Huber was silent, then she 
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could talk, and when he talked, then she held her peace ; for 
two cannot be talking at once, otherwise it generally ends in a 
dispute, and that she would not have. 

When on her wedding-day she came over in the little cart 
on which her dowry was placed, which consisted of some old 
boxes and one new chest, and her old mother, and when 
Huber met her half way to the edge of the forest and got up 
beside her, she showed him the large chest in which her wedding 
portion lay. Upon it a large heart was painted, in which stood 
the two initial letters of their names, and underneath “ Iluber ” 
and the date. Then she mentioned that she had had hard 
work to get it done, for the carpenter had demurred, and wished 
to paint two hearts separately, or one with her name as was 
generally done. But she had told him that she and Huber 
wished to have but one heart between them, not two, and in 
the heart, her name should not be alone, but his also. She 
kept to this honourably, and when occasionally, as will happen, 
there was a rainy day in the house, it was always clear ao-ain 
at eventide, and by the time the sun had set, the fiery sun of 
wrath had also disappeared, and the full moon shone in peace- 
; u ly through the chamber window on the two who were inside. 
Hiat I called her mother a portion of her dowry should surprise 
no one who knows what a good mother-in-law is to a man To 

truth of S tr et ' meS !". ra , akCS a bad bargai "- and experiences the 

withaquarreZ^oi” “ rathCT ^ ^ a dra S°" ‘ h “ 

J'at ;s c thou f' “ -«*■ the™ ar/ 0 ; he ^x w n e :: 

and bitterne^ oHi eart^b themseIves much misery 

real treasure into hi h ^ ^ marnages > but he brought a 
nurse,’’ Tshe wa S c ^ For the old ^ick 

and was a pious woman, andT ° 1 C * penence in man y thin g s 
which unfortunately do not l " prudent to boot, two virtues 
complete repertoire o f son ' T She had a 

by only touching the right stons' ^ ^ ° rgan ° n which 

trumpet or the tender flute rT P 7 at wiU either the 

always had a saying drawn fm ti n ° S ° ng read T> Y et she 

she had moreover a fresh ch m f T W1 . Sdom of the people, and 
wrinkles. CSh ’ cheerful ^md, for all her age and 
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a trefoil leaf as it were until it h °! d |: ons,sted of this trio- 
inhabitants. And there i graduall y fi Hed with the little 

stork had flown that way and lTaT/^ h ° USe whcn the 

the chimney. At such H t' ' C ro PP ed a little child down 

band to the^ld cou in in UnteH "I ^ hcr 

bttle child, and when L "tuS , * anm>Unc ? the birth of a 

m her Sunday dress and laid th ° 'f a . S ) seated ln tlie arm-chair 

washed from the soot of the chimney 0 in H dreSSCd ' and 
her mother done before her The vS® armS * So had 

dearest to her, and HtoZoZ ‘"C 

sparrows on the old town u s Wlth hls 

yet another canre too ,h ,o r d 

these was the above-mentioned Hetath torn ZT T* “ 
commonly called Heinerle. Like all men. he brouto nothto 
w th him into the world ; but two very clear evef ? I 

OTouto r 0 f °b api r tite ’ and a Iittie trumpei in Ws thr ° at 

enough for a barrel-organ graced the little man 

The nurse did not fail to make the gossips observe that there 
was something remarkable about him, because he had such big 
eyes and so large a mouth. That at all events meant some- 
thing. His mother laughed, for so the old nurse always said of 
each village child (just as the barber says to each customer 
that he has the finest beard in the place); and yet none of her 
prophecies had hitherto been fulfilled. The nurse must have 
noticed the smile, for she was on her mettle, and spoke in 
a manner that showed she was annoyed ; she must know better, 
and she a score of years older, and had studied in Freiburg and 
Breisgau, and had never been reckoned amongst the stupid 
ones there. In short, Frau Iluber must believe her this time, 
and allow she was right. 

But for all the attention she gave, her Heinerle did nothing 
more remarkable than her other children ; she only noticed in 
him that he was very self-contained, liking best to be alone or 
with his mother, and he would sit for hours on the house door- 
step gazing into the blue sky. However, he asked his mother 
a number of wonderful questions, which she often could not 
answer; amongst others: “Jf it also struck eleven o’clock in 
heaven, and what they had for dinner up there ? ” This, as well 
as similar questions, she put down to his big mouth, and 
thought no more about them. The other brothers and sisters 
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were a good deal older than he was, for he was quite a late 
straggler, for which reason he slept longer in his mother’s bed, 
and was allowed to accompany her when she went to the yearly 
fair, or to her native village. 

Then the grandmother died, and he saw death for the first 
time ; or rather, he did not see it. For he had always rejoiced 
in the prospect that some day the schoolmaster and children 
would sing before their house as they did before others. He did 
not know that they only did so before the house of death ; and 
that grandmother had a bunch of rosemary in her folded hands, 
and that his father brushed his hat with his hand the wrong 
way so as to give the look of a band of crape ; that the people 
had cakes and wine ; all this caused him no sorrow at all, only 
he could not quite understand that his mother silently wept, as 
grandmother had such a lovely wreath, and looked so solemn, 
and the school childien sung so beautifully, and they all wore 
thcii Sunday clothes. But a couple of days later (he was about 
six years old), the mother found Heinerle seated at the table. 
She took no more notice of him, and was lost in thought. He 
however had a pencil in his hand and drew a face surmounted 
with a large wreath, then came joyfully to his mother and said : 
ihere, you have grandmother again ; now you must not cry 

m Z ^ 0re - ’ Hls mother smiIeJ as she looked at the likeness, 
w 1 C w as by no means striking ; but it occurred to her for the 

,/ h ™ e ' “ the °' d nursc might have been right, and that 

the dTen • S ° me Y - ^ somebod y- But n«hher understood 
the deep meaning contained in the child’s remark, namely, that 

the featureTof C UnCt ‘ 0n ° f t0 COmfort us b y ^storing 

so that we ma >- rctain th ° " 


'vHAPTE r 


SCHOOL TIME. 

m0,h " fo “" d ^ » hard triai togive 
schoolmaster. Yet he went shar,n S her child with the 

‘hat they are now-a dlv" „ C '' ,ldren Were n °' the “ martyrs ” 
“ ‘he instructor ” lectures in the vil| age school now 

the mother had not given ^ leads ° f hlS schoIars - But if 
g»ven a new kreuzer secretly to the master, 
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would not have gone again, h / m hlS favourit e dish, he 

learn, the only remarkable thin Carnt What there was to 

‘hat he was ^no aritlteric^ ? bST' * b ° U f ““ 
arithmetic, and every dav h P a- if f masters forte was 
lated all dky long hL he M ^ f ° r he «*«- 
adding and multiplying and so he tho^hf h'* ^ Sa,ary g °’ 
learn to calculate^e?^ ° ne must 

the consequence of which was his firm C n ° thms but miser y J 
would ever be made of Heinerle. But u°? VIC j lon that n °thing 
knowledge in the wood, where he often w*nt with^Tffe 
there began his studies. When he had finish 1 lfl * ther ’ and 
u P roots, he would sit quietly under a a ^ ^ 

fibres of the oak-ieave J„ oJiy^skeS ^aS^ 
he would trace on paper with a pencil, so that at last ire was 
able to draw all kinds of foliage, not of course of everv tree in 
the world, but of all that grew in the wood of Lindelbionn If 
ns father had to cut down a tree that was still in its prime, the 
boy would put in a good word for it beforehand. But the 
chief forester was the first and last judge, and never repealed a 
sentence of death, but sent irrevocably, like the Sultan in 
Constantinople, not a silken cord, but a strong hempen rope, to 
lus “dear subjects.” 

His father had secretly planned that Heinerle should also 
become a wood-cutter, and remain with him when the other 
children went out into the world, so that the stock and handi- 
craft should not die out of the family ; but now doubts began 
to arise in him, whether it would really be so, since the youngster 
was so pitiful. That a deep nature lay under Heinerle’s pina- 
fore showed itself once when the father and son were leaving the 
wood in the moonlight, singing the song, “ Now all the woods 
are sleeping.” The chief forester met them “ in the wilderness 
that was all his own,” as the father said ; and asked them, 

“ What stupid sort of song that was ? Now all the woods are 
sleeping; they had no sleep!” The father was surprised, and 
said out of respect to the forester, that so it was in the song, and 
one could hardly alter the song-book. But when the forester 
:k off into another woodland path and wished them “ Good- 
night,” Heinerle maintained that it was true, that the wood 
rested, and that it was quite different in the night and in the 


struck off into 
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jay.^iine ; it whs so mysterious in there w hen men, especially 
such as the head forester, were outside. And the father thought 
that his Heinerle might be more right than the forester, for lie 
was a rough man. By the time they were at the verse “ Wide- 
spread both little wings,” they had reached home, and in the 
night the father related to the mother what the Forester and 
Ileinerle had said, and now they each bethought them that the 
old nurse was not entirely wrong, that out of Heinerle some 
good might come, although he was no arithmetician. And for a 
long time they pondered that in their hearts. 


( To be continued .) 


I^ER BUCHERBUND.” 
By Elsa D’Esterre-Keeung. 


XIII. 

development of german hymn. 

ti Wr f u ers ° f hymns ’ Luther and his contemporaries * * * § were 
not wuhout successors. Sterbelieder, Trostlieder, Hausliederl 

poured’ forth C ° Ur tb Ktrchenlieder and geistliche Liedcr,t were 
ured forth in the century that followed that of the Refer. 

ation. Opus of the First Silesian School, § elaborated the 

Eorhf 5 ! Clab ° r f " eVCrything dse ’ Herc are two stanza 
trom his long paraphrase of Psalm civ. : ||— 


Nun schau, o, Mensch, hinauf und 
iiber dich, 

Nach dem, was nicht den Augen 
zeiget sich, 

Was niemand kann besebliessen in 
den Schranken 


Now look, O man, above and over 
thee, 

And see what with thine eyes thou 
canst not see, 

What none can comprehend outside 
that portal 


^ nidi poriai 

Her Sterblichkeit und fliichtigen ! That shuts out Heaven from foolish, 
Gednnkpn : i 


Gedanken. 

Vollbringst du das, mein Herz, und 
du, mein Sinn, 

Und legst die Last der Erden von 
dir hin, 

Sagst ab dem Leib, in dem du bist 
gefangen, 

So wird Gott dich, und du wirst Gott 
erlangen. 


erring mortal. 

If that thou do, my heart, my soul, 
this day, 

And all earth's burden at thy feet 
but lay, 

Renounce the flesh which thou hast 
let enchain thee, 

Thou God indeed wilt gain, and God 
will gain thee. 


* Vide “ B ii ch erbund , * ’ x i i . 

t Dirges, Consolation-songs, Songs for the Home. 

J Church Ilymns and Sacred Songs. 

§ To be treated of in the next “ Biicherbund ” paper. 

|| The translation is here mine, as everywhere when no acknowledgment is made 



